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Red Light District 


The club was like every other strip club he'd ever been to. Dark and smoky with too-loud music and a long, 
mirrored stage set with silver poles. The only difference, he'd noticed, was that the dancers were male, as 
were the majority of the clientele. All of them were staring at the stage, handfuls of money clutched close as 


they waited for the club's star attraction 


He couldn't remember when or where he found out. Somewhere, somehow, in a drug-induced haze, he 
overheard someone say something about the new, pretty, honey-blonde kid at the club who could suck a golf 
ball through a garden hose. That's how Dave found out about Junior's new job. It had been haunting his mind 
for a while. The kid was too good for him. He should have expected this, should have seen it coming. Junior 
would only take it for so long. He is only human. Dave had run out on him one too many times and driven him 
to something like this. The redhead knew then what he had to do. What he knew would have to happen 


eventually because there was no way he'd be able to hold onto something so good. He had to set Junior free. 


A decent man would have slipped away quietly. Left a note and just cleared out what little belongings he had 
and disappeared. But Dave, being the farthest thing from decent, decided to go out with a bang. He found this 
club, slinked in along the back wall and waited. When Junior stepped out on the stage from the behind the 
curtain wearing the tightest pair of black, leather trousers Dave ever saw, he pushed himself off the wall and 


leaned forward, his lips parting in surprise. The way his boyfriend moved and danced and wiggled made his 
mouth water but his brain hurt. He can't decide whether to stay or whether to go. He decided to stay and, 
when David stepped off the stage, he asked him for a private dance... 


"So how much to get you to do that for me alone?" 


"DAVE?! What..what are you..how did you find out?" Eyes wide, cheeks flushed, embarrassed fidgeting, David 


tried to cover himself 

Dave ripped the shirt from his hands. "Why bother covering yourself now?" 

'|.you..weren't supposed to know! 

"Well, | know now! How long have you been doing this, you little whore?" 

David's eyes snapped up, face still red. “Don't call me that! 

"Why the fuck not?! You're whoring yourself out for others. What else are you!" Dave could feel his anger 
boiling, ready to bubble over. His fists were clenched at his sides but he managed to hold back the urge to 
slug David 


"Dave, | didn't think you'd care!" 


"| do fuckin’ care! You're-you're putting yourself in danger. And for what?" He tore the money from David's 


hands. "For money?!" 


"We NEED the money, Dave! If you haven't noticed we're about to get kicked out of another fuckin’ apartment 


because we haven't paid the fuckin’ rent!" 

He wanted to wrap his hands around the young man's throat, wanted to squeeze the life out of his idiotic body. 
How could he? How could he go behind his back and do this? "You think | fucking care about that shitty 
apartment when you're out here doing this? We can live in the van for all | care. At least | can keep you safe 
that way!" 


He lowered his eyes again and mumbled, "I AM safe." 


"NO! You're NOT safe! You're in here, where fuck knows who is. Someone could kill you when you leave. Kidnap 


you. Rape you. Do you want that?" 
With his lower lip trembling, David shrugged. "Maybe. Maybe | do want it" 


"What the fuck are you talking about? You want to get hurt? You're not making any fucking sense! Are you 
high right now?" 


"No, Dave, I'm not high. I'm just tired-" He sighed and slumped against a table. "lm tired of you trying to rule 

my life. 

Telling me what | can and can't do. We need the money and your dealing's hardly bringing it in. So I've gotta do 
something." He lifted his head and smiled, offering a hand to Dave. "Come on, how about | give you that private 


dance. On the house." 


‘lm not trying to rule your life. [ts my responsibility to keep you safe, though. And this is anything but safe, 


Junior. You don't know these people. You don't know what they can do to someone like you." 


David's face fell. "You-you feel responsible for me?" He sighed and shook his head before running a hand along 
Dave's jaw and tugging him closer. "That's probably the sweetest thing anyone's ever said to me." 


Dave refused to let himself be kissed though. "Say you won't do this anymore. You won't do this for anybody 


but me." 
‘Oh, so it's really just a jealousy thing?" He pushed Dave back in a huff and turned to walk away from him. 
Dave gripped his arm and swung him around. "No, you dumbass. It's an ‘| love you' thing.’ 


David swiped his hand away, face set with anger. "No, Dave, it's a jealousy thing. I've seen you get like this 
before. Remember when some guy tried talking to me? Do you remember slugging him? Just let me get on 
with my life and leave your jealous ass at home. You want a dance?" He held out a hand, the other placed 


against his hip. "Pay up." 
Dave sputtered in surprise. "|..but | just.Junior, | love you." 
"Love. HA! Sure, you do." David laughed harshly. 


Now Dave's eyes narrowed, his own anger still bubbling just beneath the surface. His hands tightened, whole 
body screaming for a fight. But he refused to do it, refused to hit Junior. Whatever was going on inside his 
lover's head, it was killing him, slowly tearing him apart. They stared at each other, each silently daring the 
other to make the next move. 


David's chest heaved as he stared Dave in the eye. He knew what was coming next. Knew the anger was on 
slow boil and that, sooner or later, Dave would blow. Then he'd be dragged screaming and kicking from the club. 
No doubt he'd lose his job if that happened, something he couldn't afford to do. Glancing over Dave's shoulder, 


he saw that one of the private rooms was empty. 


Wrapping his hand around Dave's he gently tugged. "Come on you, let's go have a litte private time. I'll show 


ou my moves and, well, perhaps a little more." 
Y Y pernap 


The redhead allowed himself to be led by David. All the while, the wheels turned. David wanted both danger and 


safety. He'd be damned if he let anybody else put Junior in danger. The only thing he could do is provide both. 
Could he? 


The room was decorated in red and black, couches arranged around a low stage. Shaded lamps hung from the 
walls, giving just enough light to see what was happening, and creating just enough atmosphere to make it fun. 
David knew that, beside the door, was a silent alarm. He hoped he wouldn't have to use it. Shutting the door, he 
flicked the lock. Outside a light would have come on, letting people know it was occupied. 


Turning to Dave, he smiled sweetly and sat him on one of the couches. Leaning forward, he pressed a kiss to 
Dave's cheek, still sensing a hint of the anger which had been there. "Now, if you're gonna be good, then I'll be 
good for Daddy. Understood?" 


"Junior, | don't know if -" But he was cut off by the opening riff of Zeppelins Heartbreaker. 


Dave wasn't sure if he should be turned on or insulted by the lascivious smirk on David's face as he stood 


above him on the stage. 


The music spoke to his very being, curling through his blood and setting his pulse racing. Yeah, this was why 
he'd gotten into this job; so he could spend his nights moving to the music he loved. Swinging his hips, he raised 
his hands over his head and twisted on the balls of his feet, giving Dave a good look at his back. Bending 
forward, he slid his hands down his legs until his fingers wrapped around his ankles, one leg slightly bent. 


Glancing over his shoulder, he took in the look on Dave's face and heard the near silent "Fuck." 


Dave still wasn't sure if he was enjoying what he was seeing. Junior, his Junior, was standing on a stage, 


showing off every inch of his body. But it had aroused him, driven him crazy, and slowly it began to seep back. 


Dave's pants were uncomfortably tight. His hands sat on top of his thighs, afraid to move, fingertips pressed 
into the denim, nails scraping at it. His eyes were wide, drinking in the sight before him, but his throat was 


tight and dry. 


David hadn't been at the new job very long but long enough that he'd come to recognize most reactions. He 
knew he was making Dave crazy with lust. It made him grin, having this power over Dave. And so, unable to 
resist the urge to tease, he turned again, dropped to his knees and arched backwards, giving the redhead a full, 


very up close and personal view of his hard cock. 


Dave gasped at the sight before him, of a stretched body, hair spread over the stage, hand crawling towards 
a hard cock. Had David ever done that in the bedroom? If not, why not? Everything he'd been feeling melted 
away and he massaged the bulge in his jeans, heat rising and making him uncomfortable. David pulled himself up 
and dropped to his hands and knees, head lowered and ass in the air as he slinked across the stage and 
towards him, darkened hazel eyes peering sultrily up at him. 


David flicked his tongue across his lips and purred softly, "Want me to help you with your arousal, Sir?" 


Wordlessly, with mouth gaping open, Dave could only nod. 

David let out a soft giggle. "It's still me, you know. Come on, use me. | want you to.” 

He waited patiently for Dave to snap to, giving him his most reassuring and inviting smile. 
The redhead slowly rose to his feet. He approached the stage and stood before David. 


"Undo my pants and take it out." David grinned and reached a hand toward Dave. "No. With that disgusting 


mouth of yours." 
He peered up at Dave, a pout on his lips. "So my mouth's disgusting, is it? Admit it, you love it” 


Dave felt his jaw drop open and quickly caught himself "Yeah, | love it when you speak filthy." He grabbed a 
handful of honey coloured hair and tugged. "Now undo it” 


Chuckling, David wound his arms around Dave's legs, eyes always on his boyfriend's as he gripped the zipper in 


his teeth and pulled. 
The hand in his hair tightened, pulling a little harder and he purred, "Use me, Sir. Use me any way you want." 


"Open that mouth wide, I'm going to fuck it and make you choke and gag. Keep your eyes open and keep them 
right up here. Do you know what | will do if you don't?" 


David, for the first time tonight, felt a pinch of fear in his stomach. Inwardly, he smiled, happy that Dave had 


slowly come around to this. "No, sir." 
y 


Dave cupped David's chin and bent so that his face was a mere inch away from David's. "I will hurt you." 
David felt himself smirk. "You'll hurt me? And how will you do that, Sir?" 


Dave's hand tightened around him, the infamous sneer twisting his lips. "I'm not gonna tell you that, boy. You're 


mine to use and, trust me, l'm gonna use your gorgeous body every way | can" 


A shiver snapped along David's spine, a mix of excitement and fear. He wanted this. Wanted to see what Dave 
could, and would, do outside of the bedroom. Sitting back on his heels, he opened his mouth as wide as he could, 


his eyes on Dave's. 


One of Dave's hands swept across David's forehead, the other under his chin, holding his head still as he 
pushed his dick deep into David's throat. David wanted to squeeze his eyes closed as he gagged but wanted to 
please Dave more. He tried in earnest to keep his eyes open and trained on Dave but he also felt his throat 


begin to contract. 


Dave sensed David's struggle and withdrew for a moment. His hand gently pet David's cheek. "Very good boy. 


Again, now." 


Taking a few deep breaths, David managed to smile his sultry smile. "Anything for you, Sir. | want to hear you 


scream your lover's name and pull my hair.” 


Dave grinned and pushed his cock back into David's mouth, eyes rolling back into his head as his lover's throat 
tightened around him. Clasping the back of David's head, he held it still, savouring the feeling. He wanted to 
thrust, wanted to rock his hips, but that would come in a moment. Opening his eyes, he gazed down at the 


face before him, eyes trained on his, mouth stretched wide. It almost made him come. 
"Do you want to touch yourself?" Dave asked. 


David could only reply with his eyes. His right hand immediately slipped from its grasp of Dave's thigh and flew 
toward his own throbbing cock. 


"Eh." And Dave landed a hard smack against David's cheek. "I didn't say you could." 


He flinched at the smack, the pain flaring through him and making his eyes water. It was harder than what he 
was normally used to. Normally people wanted to spank him. Still, it turned him on Breathing through his nose, 
he followed Dave's hands as he pushed and pulled on his hair, driving his mouth along his throbbing cock. Silky 
pre-come slipped down his throat and he hummed around Dave. The sounds made Dave shake, vibrating 

through his flesh. He could see David's own aching hard on and it made him grin. Make him wait! It was up to 


him when Junior came. The power flowed through him, making him shiver. 


Pushing David away, he said, "On your hands and knees on the stage. Do that slinky crawling thing you do. And 


no touching yourself! You touch yourself and I'm gonna make you wish you hadn't 


David couldn't hide his grin. / doubt HI ever wish that, he thought as he pressed his palms to the smooth, shiny 
floor and turned around to give Dave his ass and slowly began to crawl away from him. He arched and rolled 
his hips, all but verbally asking for Dave to fuck him. David found that, with every crawling move he made, his 


thigh could press his cock against his stomach and give it a nice, quick rub. And Dave was none the wiser. 
"Far enough. Spread your knees out and point that slutty ass in the air." 

He did as he was told, legs spreading, chest pressed to the stage as he raised his ass in the air. Peering over 
his shoulder, he smirked at Dave, watching the look on the redhead's face. His boyfriend's cock looked painful, 


still glistening with his saliva. 


Licking his lips, he said, "Well, are you going to come and get it, Sir? Or do you want me to stay like this all 
right?" 


Dave panted and gave his cock a quick stroke. Fuck. He'd never known that David had these moves in him. His 


mind went in to over drive: fucking in the apartment, in the studio, on the bus, in bathrooms, in the dressing 


room. If David could do stuff like that, he'd never have to look at another person again. 


"Keep sassing me, boy, and | might make you stay like that all night. I'll stand here and jerk myself off and 
you'll stay on your hands and knees and get nothing. Is that what you want?" 


"No, Sir," David snapped. 

"What do you want?" 

| want you." 

"What do you say?" 

"Please, Sir." 

Dave shed the rest of his clothes and climbed up on the stage behind David. “Eyes forward. And do not come." 


He lowered himself to his hands and knees. Dave raked his tongue over David's puckered, quivering hole, causing 
the man to shudder and hiss. 


Balling his hands into fists, David drew out the hiss. His body was on fire, aching with the need to end it all. But 
he couldn't, knew he had to listen to Dave, had to let him have control. 


The tongue disappeared, fingers pressing into him, stretching him, making him hiss and moan. Pushing back onto 
Dave's fingers resulted in a slapped ass, the pain flaring through him and only adding to his need. 


"Please, Sir," he whined. "Please fuck me." 

His answer was a slap on the opposite ass cheek, making David wriggle and gasp. 

"You got a cane in here?" Dave grunted. 

"Cupboard by the door," he gasped, trembling at the thought. 

Dave withdrew from him and David exhaled, hanging his head. Maybe he was about to get more than he 
bargained for. Nobody had bothered to drag this out so dreadfully, agonizingly slowly before. They were happy 
to smack him around a bit and then use him to come. Dave, however, seemed to have the patience required to 
really make David suffer. 


"Well, fuck me, Junior! | didn't know we had all of these to try out. It's gonna be a long fucking night" 


Dave chuckled softly when he heard the pained groan from the stage. 


His limbs began to ache, but he didn't care. He was used to it; hours of practising on the club's silver poles 
had honed his body to take the pain. Lifting his head, he watched as Dave opened the cupboard and pondered 
what to use. In there was everything anyone needed, canes, whips, floggers, paddles, lube, condoms, gags, 


bridles, collars, leashes. Most of it had been on him at some point. 

Selecting a particularly nice cane, Dave turned to David, smirking as he bent it and tested it against his hand. 
"Yeah, that's gonna work really well against you. You know, I've always wanted to see your ass striped red. 
Turns me on thinking someone else has done it to you. How many, Junior? How many have caned your ass 
before me?" 

Swallowing, David panted, "Plenty." 

"How many?" 

"Ten" 

Dave raised an eyebrow. 

“Twenty.” 

Dave's smirk began to twist in to his sneer and David lowered his head. 


"Okay, | enjoy being caned on stage in front of everyone." 


It was as if someone wrapped a fist around his heart and squeezed it until it burst, like a tomato. The hand 


holding the cane dropped to his side. 


"Why?" he whispered and as soon as it tumbled from his mouth, he regretted it. The moment was over. The 
spell broken. 


Dave cringed. A prude he was not and he wanted to give Junior what he required but he was blindsided here 
and needed to understand. He liked to be beaten while people watched? 
A soft hand swept down David's spine, as if David's soul needed soothing the same as his now did. 


"Why?" he repeated. 


Shivering, David allowed himself to relax. Pulling his knees under him, he folded his hands on the floor and 
rested his head on them. How to tell Dave? How to tell him what crept through his soul? He knew that Dave 
was hurting now, that what he was doing was akin to cheating. He shuddered as the hand continued to sweep 


down his back. The shuddering turned to sobs and he refused to lift his head, refused to look at Dave. 


"Why?" Dave softly repeated, 


David shook his head and, on hearing the soft sobs, Dave stretched himself out beside David, sliding his hand 


to his lover's hair. David's shoulders heaved and reddened eyes looked at him. Dave felt his heart break. 


"Because someone was showing me attention," David softly replied. "Why'd | start working here? It wasn't just 
for the money, Dave. It was because | was losing you. Losing you to drink and drugs and others. You didn't 
want me. You made that obvious by running off with anything with a pulse. All | am is a warm body for you 
to sleep next to. And you know what? | really enjoy the pain" 


The remains of Dave's heart crashed to the floor. He felt his own sadness rise, his life suddenly slammed into 
his face. 


"Oh, Junior." Burying his face in his boyfriend's hair, he shook, holding on to him. "Oh, Junior.. No, no, no..." 


David nodded. "It's the truth!" he sniffled. "All the harm you were causing me here," He tapped a fist against 
his heart. "Could be washed away with all the pain they caused over the rest of my body. And | liked pleasing 
them. | liked knowing that | was enough for them. They got what they needed from me." He sniffled once more 
and swiped the back of his hand across his running nose. "Why wasn't | enough for you?" David's eyes 
narrowed though his voice shook It was a dangerous question, one he'd wanted to ask so many times. But 


there was always that fear of hearing the worst possible response. 


Dave felt the bile rise to his throat. What could he say? What was there to say? Drink and drugs were a poor 
excuse for his actions. He bit his lip and looked at the floor, his hand still resting against David's hair. 


"David, I'm sorry. I'm so, so sorry. Drink. Drugs. The chaos we cause. I'd forget about you. Let my dick do the 
talking. l'm an awful excuse for a boyfriend and you deserve so much better." He fought back tears as he 
pressed a kiss to David's hair, knowing it would be the last time he ever saw him. "Go and find someone who 
deserves you. Go and find someone better. I'll be gone by the time you go back to the apartment. Goodbye, 
beautiful. Have a brilliant life." 


Now David was laughing. A gross-sounding laugh mixed with choked sobbing. "You fucking idiot. | don't want to 
find someone else. | don't want someone who deserves me. | fucking want you! | want this. With you! | want you 
to want this with me. With only me. Because | can be enough for you, | know | can. If you just let me." David 
was up on his knees, wrapping his arms around Dave's neck, nuzzling into his hair. His voice dropped into a 


whisper, "Just let me, please. Just let me. | can be enough, | know | can. Please, Dave. Please, Sir. Let me." 


Dave didn't know what to do as David wound himself around him, hands and lips pawing at him. Slowly he drew 
his hands up and pressed them to David's shoulders, pushing him away. Looking into confused hazel eyes, he 
tried to collect himself. Every other fuck had been quick. They had meant nothing to him. But they had 
wounded David far more than he could ever imagine. And now David was throwing himself at him, trying to win 


him back. It should have been the other way around. 


Shaking his head, he swallowed around the lump in his throat. "No," he murmured. 


David's eyebrows shot up, the pissed off look returning to his face. What the fuck was Dave on? "Are you 
fuckin’ high, Mustaine?" 


"No," Dave murmured again. "I'm not high. But this shouldn't be played out like this.” 


Unwinding David from around him, he stood and wrapped his arms around the smaller man, lifting and cradling 


him close. Stepping from the stage, he walked to the deep couches, confusion riding over David's face. 


Lying his lithe lover on the velvety cushions, Dave knelt over him. "You don't have to do anything. You're more 


than enough for me. But I've got to win you back, not you me. I'm the one who's fucked up." 


Dave traced David's jaw with a finger and gave him a sad smile. "You're the only thing that's ever mattered to 


me, Junior, and I've done you wrong.” 
"Then make it right." 


"Thank you for giving me the chance." And he dipped his head, his hair falling over David's face and neck as 


Dave sucked a nipple into his mouth. 


He flicked his tongue over the hardened flesh. His heart filled with joy when he heard David inhale above him 
and felt the body beneath him fall limp in total surrender. Dave's hand glided down Junior's ribcage to his hip 
and then across his pelvis. Fingertips ghosted through the soft pubic hair before curling around the base of 
his cock. He made no motion to stroke him yet, simply allowing David to feel his touch. His mouth traveled 
down, over David's trembling stomach, licking and kissing, until it now hovered over the dark pink head of his 
dick. Dave glanced up at David's face as his tongue flicked over the slit. David watched with wide eyes and open 


mouth. 

"Can | suck you?" Dave whispered. 

David smiled, his teeth bared. He nodded and then said, "Like you have to ask" 

David watched as soft lips closed over the head of his limp cock Their argument had done little for his libido, 
his arousal disappearing as the tears had washed over him. Yet, as Dave gently sucked him, he felt it all 
return, swirling through him. Growling, he raised his hips from the couch, hands pushing on the back of Dave's 
head. It was his turn now, if he could bring men to orgasm every night of the week then he'd be damn good 
enough for Dave. 


Bracing his feet against the couch, he rocked into his boyfriend's warm, welcoming mouth. 


"Yeah," he murmured. "Yeah, just like that. Make me come, Sir. Make me come nice and hard." 


Dave wasn't going to disappoint, and he allowed David to set the rhythm, pushing and pulling until David tugged 
him away. Hazel eyes gazed down at him, dark and glazed, David's lips parted. 


"Do you still want to cane me?" the younger man asked, a glint racing through his eyes. 


"No, | don't want to cane you tonight. Perhaps sometime in the future. Tonight, | want to make love to you. | 
want to give you everything you desire. Everything you deserve." 


With that, Dave remembered something he saw in the cupboard. He went quickly to retrieve it and return. He 
took David's right hand and folded over all of his fingers except his middle. Dave coated it with the thick, clear 
liquid that immediately filled his nose with the scent of coconut. The redhead straddled Junior, leaned over his 
chest and guided the slickened finger to his own ass. 

David gasped. "Really?" 

Dave nodded, his chest heaving. "Do it, Junior." 


"Dave, you don't have to. You don't have anything to prove to me." 


Leaning forward, Dave kissed him, hair falling over their faces and hiding them from the world. "Ive got 


everything to prove." 


Taking a deep breath, David buried his head against Dave's throat, heart pounding, throat drying. Could he do it 


after so long? Could he claim his boyfriend in such a way? 

Taking a deep breath, he slid his hand down to Dave's ass, his slicked fingers pressing between his buttocks and 
to his puckered hole. Dave gasped and bared his teeth, the pain hot as David's fingers entered him. They 
scissored, spreading him, opening him up. Tearing him apart. But he had to do it, had to do it for them, for 
David, for his relationship. 


Sliding his hand away, David pressed a kiss to the side of Dave's head, tasting the sweat which beaded along his 


skin "Okay," he murmured. "Ride me." 


There was a tense silence pressing down on them both. Dave didn't move and appeared to be holding his 


breath. 

"Come on, baby. You can do it," David cooed quietly in his ear. "It won't be that bad, | promise." 
Dave used a hand against David's chest to push himself up. 

David smiled so lovingly. "You might even like it" 


Dave smiled in return. It was exactly the tension breaker he needed to hear. He slid a hand back and grasped 


the base of David's cock and guided it to him. With one last deep breath, he pushed back against it, felt the 
head push in, stretching him. He gritted his teeth, knotted his brow and pushed back even more, letting David 
fill him. 


David's eyes were wide, watching his lover's face. "Slower, baby. Easy, don't rush. That's it, good," he coached 
the redhead, musing to himself that a few moments before Dave was dominating him. Now Dave was riding 


him for the very first time. 
Dave felt the sweat bead along his forehead, the pain tearing him apart. 
‘Its okay," David cooed, one hand stroking along David's hip. 


He was in heaven, Dave's plush tightness engulfing him and driving him crazy. He knew he wasn't going to last 
long, knew it would be over in a heartbeat. Panting, Dave opened his eyes and looked down, taking in Junior's 
sprawled form and the hand which gently caressed him. He wanted the pain to be over and, as he waited, it 
ebbed, being replaced by a dull ache. 


Tilting his head back, David smiled and raised his knees a little. "Move for me, baby. Come on, move. | know you 


can. Want to see if you're as good as you say you are." 


At David's veiled goading, Dave tried to smile. Move, he asked? Well, all right, then. Pushing the ache away, To 
the back of his mind, Dave used one hand against David's chest and the other braced on the back of the sofa, 
he began to bounce. At first, very slowly and shallowly. He groaned when he watched David squirt more lube 


into the palm of his hand. A hiss pushed through his gritted teeth when that hand began stroking his cock. The 
faster David stroked, the faster Dave found himself grinding and thrusting. 


"Fuck!" Dave grunted and jerked suddenly when he felt a shock wave of intense pleasure ripple through him. 
Keeping his eyes on David, Dave moved faster, his breath coming in short pants. The pleasure grew, the hand 
around his cock teasing every nerve ending, pushing him closer to the edge. He screamed, head thrown back, 
when David rocked his hips upwards, his cock brushing against a spot deep inside of him. So that's why David 


was a screamer’! 


Grinning, David did it again, his hand falling from Dave's cock as he rocked, pressing himself against Dave's 
prostate. Again and again, Dave stiffened, hand curling against the couch, nails digging into David. 


"Fuck, David!" 
Grinning, he did it again. "Like that, huh?" 
"Damn, keep doing it, please!" Dave begged. 


David laughed softly. "Please, huh? Call me Sir." 


"Sir!" Dave whined and rocked his hips, wiggled and squirmed, trying to find that spot again himself. 

"Stroke yourself. Do it hard and fast until you come all over me," David coached as he gripped Dave's hips in 
both hands and planted his feet flat against the sofa cushion He thrust upward and pushed Dave down at the 
same time. 

The screams and grunts and gasps coming from both men filled the room. 

"Soon, Dave. Gonna come," David groaned. 


"Wait, no. Wait for me!" Dave cried and jerked himself off even faster, wanting to catch up to David. 


David groaned, body beginning to stiffen, his orgasm closing in on him. The hot ball of energy tightened in his 
groin, his fingers digging into Dave's hip. 


"Dave. Not gonna last much longer." 
Panting, Dave impaled himself onto his boyfriend's cock, howling as David again began rocking his hips. 
"Faster. Faster. Harder," he commanded. 


David's eyes snapped open, a smirk twisting his lips as he fell still. Lying flat against the couch, he stared up at 
Dave. The redhead groaned, furiously stroking his cock until it was batted away. 


"l'm the one giving orders around here," David stated. "You wanna come?" 

Dave nodded. 

"Good. You do as | say then. No touching yourself now until | tell you to." 

Groaning, Dave let his head fall against his chest. He was in ecstasy, the pleasure sweeping over him. Never did 
he think he would let himself come to this. Surrendering to another had been a completely alien concept, even 
when he met David. Even up until a few moments before, he'd never have thought of himself handing over 
power to another. 

David's hips rocked upwards, pressing against the spot which made him scream. Suddenly he was pulled from 
the serene space he'd fallen in to, every nerve quickly coming back to life. Clutching the back of the couch, he 


rose and fell, eyes trained on the face below him. His boyfriend watched him, lust written into his face, his 
fingers clutching Dave's hips. 


"Ready to come, Mustaine?" 


Fingers, warm and welcome, wrapped around his cock, and his eyes fell shut, hair falling over his face. Panting, 
he moved with David's rhythm, losing himself on the wave of euphoria It lifted him far higher than any drug, 
building in the pit of his stomach and flowing through his veins. Never did he think it could taste so sweet. 


With one, final thrust David groaned and stiffened, Dave's name falling from his lips. A warmth filled him, 
David's cock throbbing deep inside of him. His boyfriend's hand tightened around him, thumb pressed to the 
head of his cock. It was all that he needed to come, and he threw his head back, howling David's name as the 
energy burst inside of him, his seed spilling over them both. 


Protector 


The sun was coming up and peeking between the tall buildings of the downtown cityscape when the two men 
finally stumbled in their front door. David helped Dave into the shower and then stripped his clothes off and 
stepped in with him. After he had bathed the redhead and helped him into clean shorts, he tucked Dave into 
bed. He pulled the blinds down to keep the morning sun out of the room and then joined his boyfriend. 


"Are you okay, baby?" He whispered as he snuggled up against Dave's back. 
‘I'm getting there. Are you okay?" 
"Getting there. Love you, sleep well” 


Dave snaked a hand out from under the sheets and reached for David's. He pulled it to his lips and kissed it. 


"Love you, too." 


It was late in the afternoon when Dave awoke. Junior was still sleeping peacefully at his side. He rolled over and 
gazed at that beautiful face. What a difference a right makes, he thought with a small smile. He was stupid 
for thinking it'd be easy to let the man go. Stupid for believing he could even do it. It didn't matter what he 
had done in the past, how often he'd taken the man for granted, how often he'd made a fool out of him. It also 
didn't matter anymore what Junior had chosen to do to bring money into the house. Dave knew the truth, 
anyway. It wasn't about the money. It was about fulfilling a need in David. A need he'd, up until last night, been 
afraid to show Dave. He understood that. After all, didn't he have needs and an appetite of which he was 
ashamed, also? So it came down to this: If he wanted to keep David in his life, if he wanted to continue to 


know David's love, he had to accept this desire. He had to do his best to satisfy it for him. 


Very carefully, the redhead swept a thumb across David's bottom lip. "| love you and I'll do my best to give 
you everything you need." He whispered. 


The younger man stirred and slowly stretched his limbs before opening his eyes. "Good morning." 

"Afternoon. But hi." 

"Did you sleep okay?" 

"Just fine. Junior, | want to talk to you." 

The younger man was surprised to hear those words from Dave but he smiled and nodded, nonetheless. "Okay." 
"| get this. | understand what it's like to have an appetite for certain things. You know, just as mine can be 


dangerous, so can yours. | know you think nothing can happen to you inside that club but it can. And | need to 
make sure it doesn't." 


Junior opened his mouth to protest when Dave put his index finger against his lips. 
"You will only go back there if | am there to make sure nothing happens to you." 


"Davel You can't! | can't just like have my own personal bodyguard there! What are you gonna do? Sit in the 


corner and watch while I'm grinding up on someone?" 

"Yes." The redhead said very resolutely. 

Junior thought about this for a moment. It could be very, very hot. Having Dave watch him as he pleasured 
other men. Having Dave provide safety and security could provide a new dimension to their relationship. Could 
Dave bear it, though? Could he really restrain himself enough to allow David to perform? 

"Okay," he began. "| want you there. But | need to know you're going to allow me to do what | want." 

"Within reason, Junior. I'm going to keep you safe, even if that means from yourself.” 

"Then | expect the same from you." He countered. 

"All right, | get what you mean. Fine. Deal.” 


Around eight o'clock, Junior leaned into Dave's chest and kissed his mouth. "Go, sit. Order a beer." 


He directed Dave to a small, round table toward the back of the club then made his way backstage, to the 


dressing room he shared with other dancers. 

The brightly lit dressing was buzzing with activity. Each of the mirrors had someone standing before it, 
teasing their hair, or hiding the night before's dark eyes beneath layers of make up. Several of the young men 
looked up at him, smiling and greeting him with handshakes and high-fives. One, a tall, lithe man with pale skin 
and poker straight black hair moved to one side, allowing David to drag his bag before the mirror and begin 
unpacking. 


"So," the man's voice was deep, "whatca doin’ tonight?" 


Grinning at their reflections, David pulled a hairbrush from the bag and began attacking his waves of honey- 
coloured hair. "Oh, just a little something special." 


wun 


The opening chords to Guns N' Roses "Welcome to the Jungle" tore through the club and David stepped out on 


to the stage. Wearing a pair of black cowboy boots his legs were encased in a pair of skintight leather pants, 
lacing snaking from the ankles to his hips. A baggy white tshirt hung from his torso, silver bracelets rattling 
around his wrists, and his hair was as backcombed and teased as he could get it, almost defying gravity. 
Walking to the edge of the stage, he smirked down at Dave, taking in the wide eyed, slack jawed look before 
twisting on the balls of his feet and striding away. Eyes watched him and hands waved money at him. He hadn't 


even started yet and already the club was alive for him. 


Moving in time to the music he slowly inched the tshirt up and over his head, showing off his tight stomach 
and perfect, sun kissed skin. Tossing it away, he arched his back and slid a hand down his body and teasingly 
into his pants. Snarling, he wrapped his hand around his cock, thrusting his hips forward as he gave it a rough 
stroke. The club went crazy, feet stamping the floor, and howls filling the air. 


Righting himself, David grinned and walked to the end of the stage. Undoing the knots of the lacing, he slowly 
began to pull one free, the string coiling in his hand. Money was tossed at his feet, wolf whistles calling above 
the music. Throwing the first one behind him, he began to work on the second one, tormenting those who were 
watching. He knew, just from the energy which crackled through the air, that he had everyone eating from the 


palm of his hand. In a moment, he'd have them eating something else. 


The lacing came free, the only thing holding the leather pants against his body were his hands. Smirking, he 
eyed the club, watching the drooling men and women. Turning his back to them, he inched them down enough 
to give them a peek at the top of his perfectly curved ass. The energy crackled around him, whipping over his 
skin and calling for him to give them what they wanted. 


To his right, a good looking man waved a twenty at him. Striding over, David pushed the leathers down his legs, 
giving the man an eyeful of knot of pubic hair just above his cock. The adrenaline coursed through him, his 
cock rock hard. He'd never needed any encouragement to get it up, not in the club scene anyway. Here, even 


before he stepped on stage, his cock was throbbing against his stomach. 


Tearing the leathers away from his legs, David reveled in the screams, body arched back, the lights warming 
his gently perspiring skin. Running his hands down his body, he wrapped one hand around his cock and cradled 
his balls with the other. For a moment, he stroked himself, letting them soak up what he was doing. 


Basking in his nudity, he walked to the end of the stage and fell to his knees, the music washing over him. 
Tossing his head back, he laughed, gazing at the lights before looking at the person before him. 


A young man with a head of thick, dark curls, probably about his own age, watched, riveted by what David 
was doing. Smirking, David beckoned him on to the stage with a curled finger, grinning when the man crawled 
unquestioningly onto the stage. He knew that what he was doing would annoy Dave. But while he was working, 
Dave could say nothing. This was David's domain, not Dave's. Motioning for the man to kneel between his legs, 
David laid a hand on the back of the his head and pressed his mouth to his aching cock The man willingly did 
as was bid of him and David groaned as young, fresh lips closed over his cock, hungrily sucking at him. Curls 
tumbled over his thighs, tickling his skin and adding to the already heady sensations. His fingers curled into the 
man's hair, his hips bucking up into his welcoming mouth. He groaned and growled, body bucking, 


It didn't take much for him to come, the man eagerly swallowing all he had to offer. Panting, David smiled at 

him, seeing his own glazed look mirrored in the man's eyes. Cupping the other's face, David kissed him, tasting 
himself before pulling away and crawling up the stage. Stretching his body along the black surface, he tucked 
his knees beneath himself, his ass in the air. Peering over his shoulder, hair in his eyes, he blew a kiss to the 


man and gestured him closer, grinning as he closed on him, hands already working at his jeans. 


The man knelt behind him, eyes only on David. His taut, tanned skin was illuminated by the lights, the 
perspiration on his forehead glistening. David cooed to him, reaching back and encouraging him closer. Any 
nerves the man had seemed to fade away as he entered David, a hand wrapping into his honey locks as he 
slide all the way in. Gasping, David allowed his head to be pulled, his back deepening. The man was far bigger 
than he'd originally thought. Not that he was complaining; he liked them long and thick. It was one of the 
reasons which, despite his boyfriend's temper, he kept banging Dave. At that moment, he didn't care what 
Dave thought. Didn't care what management thought. Didn't care about a thing. 


A hand wrapped around his hip, nails digging in as the other pulled at his hair. Sweat beaded along his back, a 
talented tongue lapping it up. He gasped and groaned, rocking with the man, his cock growing hard again. Resting 
his elbows on the stage, he forced a hand between his legs, stroking himself in time to the deep thrusts. Each 
one swept over the sweet spot deep inside of him, making him shudder. Despite his boyish looks, the handsome 
man obviously had experience of fucking men. He knew just how to tease David, stopping and starting, slowing 
down before speeding up, teasing him with the head of his cock before thrusting all the way in Head tossed 
back, David howled, his free hand clawing at the stage. 


His second orgasm of the evening tore over him, the powerful energy slamming in to him like a freight train 
He shook and screamed, spending himself against the stage as the man came deep inside of him. They rocked 
Together, easing out every last moment of pleasure. David didn't want it to end, didn't want to come down until, 
finally, his body became limp. The man pulled out and crawled into David's line of sight. Long fingers cupped his 
face, hot, full lips finding his own in a heated kiss. Eagerly he returned them, his tongue pressing between the 
man's lips and exploring his mouth. 

The man smiled as he pulled away. 

"Thanks," David panted. 

The man's smile widened. "Welcome." He held out a hand and David took it. "Kirk." 

David smiled and nodded. "David." 


Getting to his feet, David helped the other man up, gave him one last kiss and sent him on his way. Taking a 
bow, he collected the money which had been tossed at his feet and sashayed his way back along the stage, 
hips swinging and ignoring his discarded clothes. 


Dave felt dead. Slumped over the table, his head in his hands, he watched what was happening on stage. His 


heart had become a cold lump, his blood chilled to ice. In his stomach, the sickness rolled over. His David, his 
boyfriend, had just allowed himself to be fucked on stage in front of a club full of people. He was the only 
person David was supposed to lie with, and slowly, the cold reality of David's job was beginning to wash over 


him. 


The redhead was silent all the way home. David was equally as quiet. There was an odd feeling of resentment 
settling in the pit of his stomach. He loved Dave very much but he couldn't quite reach forgiveness for the 


way he'd run out on him so many times and now it seemed like his resentment was manifesting in vengeful 


behavior. 


David knew that letting another man fuck him on stage, in front of an entire audience AND Dave, was going to 
push Dave to the edge of sanity. What happened if he teetered off the edge was anybody's guess. Stunned 


silence would not have been David's first, though. 
"Junior," he finally began as they entered the dark apartment. 
"Yeah." 


"l." He searched for words, any words. His spirit was crushed. His heart flattened. "Nothing, | guess. Going to 


bed." 


"Dave, | made $1200 tonight." David thought if he showed his boyfriend the money he earned, it might make 
him understand he was doing a good thing for them both. 


"That's good," was all the older man said. 
David's gaze narrowed. "Can have some if you need a fix." 
"Maybe." 


David watched silently as the bedroom door closed. Judging by the way it clicked softly, David knew Dave 
wasn't angry or enraged as he's been in the past. He was heartbroken and hurt. Well, it serves him right. How 


often had David felt heartbroken by Dave's actions? 


The younger man sat down on their shitty couch and picked up his Walkman. He rifled through the box of 
cassettes until he found the one he was looking for. A new song for tomorrow night. A new routine. One that 


just might surprise everyone. 


It was gravely quiet in the apartment when David awoke. He was stripped down to his boxer shorts and his 
hair was a tangled mess. And he was alone in the bed He took a peek into the living room and kitchen for Dave 
when he noticed the time on the clock. It was nearly seven PM. Why hadn't his alarm gone off? He was going 


to have to haul ass if he was going to make it in to the club on time. 


"Dave?" he called. 


No response. 
He shrugged and turned to go take a shower. 


Dressed in loose jeans and a tank top, David gathered his outfit and his Walkman and stuffed everything into 
his bag. Where the fuck was Dave, he didn't care. He had to get to work. 


David opened the door to leave and glanced back one last time, wondering if he should leave his boyfriend a 
note. Fuck it, he reconsidered. It's not like Dave would have to guess where David was. He turned to leave and 


walked right into the redhead. 


"Where you been?" were the first words out of his mouth and he mentally cringed. If things were going to 


work, they had to start being ricer to each other. 

"Had to..you know," Dave said quietly. 

"| noticed my alarm clock was turned off Do you know anything about that?" 

"Junior, please don't do this anymore. | cantt take it! 

"But you took money to go buy something, didn't you? And | made enough money last night to pay the rent. 
And the back rent. Tonight, Ill make enough to buy a better couch and maybe a new set of sheets for the bed 
and, | don't know, whatever the fuck else we want. Keep you in the habit, too" 

"I'd stop if you stop, too," the redhead offered 

David studied him for a moment before he burst into laughter. "Yeah, right. Are you coming or not?" 


"Junior, please. | love you." 
p M 


"Yeah, well. Love bites." And with that, he pushed past Dave and went to the van, noting the sound of footsteps 
behind him. 


As soon as they entered the club, the younger man left his boyfriend to do whatever. He was going to be late 
to the stage so he hurried backstage and quickly changed into his outfit. A pair of tiny, black Lycra shorts 
that left absolutely nothing to the imagination and a pair of black, leather fingerless gloves. That was it. That 


was all 
"Hey, you doing the pole tonight I'm guess by your lack of clothing?" another dancer asked him. 


"Yep. Hey, | nearly forgot. Can you give this to the DJ? This is the song | want. Side one, it's queued up 


already." 
"Sure. Knock ‘em dead, gorgeous." The other boy gave his ass a slap and winked at him. 
"Thanks!" 


He used the last couple minutes to flex and stretch his muscles, wondering where his boyfriend was seated 


and how many drinks he'd have tonight. And if he'd get David's message. 


The DJ put his track on and announced his name. David let a few bars of the song pass before he stepped out 
onto the stage. With the first chord of the guitar, David took a step forward. The crowd went crazy once the 
song was recognized and once they knew they were going to be treated to something special. Already money 
was finding its way onto the stage. He ignored it and let his eyes scan the crowd, finding that flame red mop. 


Dave was standing along the back wall. His arms crossed over his chest. His chin jutted out in defiance. David 


smirked. He wouldn't remain that way for long. 


Every step forward he took was slow and deliberate and timed perfectly with the song. He walked right past 

the pole for now and to the edge of the stage. His arms lifted above his head, palms forward. Keeping his eyes 
on Dave, he rolled his hips slowly, also rolling one ankle to point a toe down onto the shiny black stage surface 
and followed by the other. His head fell back and he felt the tips of his hair brush the small of back. Upon the 


first "Oo babe", David turned on the balls of his feet, took three swift steps back to the middle of the stage, 
and reached for the pole. 


He held his arm stiff as he gripped the pole, rose up on one foot and tucked the other against his calf. When 
the song hit the chorus, he found Dave again and let his eyes meet the intense glare of the redhead. For just 


a moment, David let himself sing along to the song, to Dave. 


"I don't want to touch you too much baby 

Cause making love to you might drive me crazy 

| know you think that love is the way you make it 

So | don't want to be there when you decide to break it.” 


On the screamed, "Nol", David twisted his lips in a snarl and used his free hand to point right at Dave. 


Wrapping his hands around the pole, he pulled himself up, legs scissoring around the metal. Wrapping them 
around it, he slid gracefully down, appreciative whistles reaching him over the music. Grinning, he slid down, 
legs spreading in to the splits. Throwing his head back, he ran a hand over his crotch, hissing as he began to 


rub and squeeze himself to hardness. 


A roar went up as he twisted onto his hands and knees. Head lowered, he crawled across the stage, eyes 
centered on the blond haired beauty in the front row. Stretching forward, he caught the man's lips with the 


tip of his tongue before drawing back. The man gawped at him, David ignoring him as he swung back onto his 


feet. Attacking the pole, he swung himself up, hanging upside down by his locked ankles, hair sweeping the floor 
as he stretched his lithe body back to the ground. Cheers rolled around the room. 


As the song came to an end, he strode across the stage, dropping to his knees on front of the blond man. 
Grabbing a handful of the man's long hair, David pulled him close and kissed him. 


"You've got a date," he hissed. 

Sliding from the stage, he took the man's hand and pulled him towards one of the private rooms. He ignored 
Dave's glares. Ignored the redhaired shadow that followed them. Slamming the door in Dave's face, he grinned 
at the man. 

"What's your name?" 

The man stared at him with wide, blue eyes. "James." 

‘Okay, James, you ready to get freaky?" 


The man nodded and David grinned. "Good. You've come to the right place." 


Dave raised his fist to pound on the door when the red light went on above it. Then he knew no matter how 


much banging and pounding and screaming he did, David wasn't coming out until he was finished. 


He leaned against the wall outside the door and slide down to sit on the floor. He'd been such a fool. Such a 
goddamn fool to take this man for granted, to run out on him, to leave him alone so many nights while he was 


out getting loaded and laid by random, unknown people. And now he was paying for his despicable behavior. 


Dave turned and looked at the exit door. He could leave. He could run away and leave Junior to all of this. He 
lowered his head to rest on his knees. He couldn't do that. He swore he'd be here to watch over him and 
protect him while he did this. Dave just didn't know, at the time he made the promise, that it would tear his 
heart out. 


The door beside him opened and he looked up to see David, naked and harder than a rock, standing above him. 
"Come in. | want you to meet someone.” 

The redhead slowly swallowed, letting his eyes take in David's entire, beautiful body. When they finally reached 
his face, they saw the grin and the mischief in his eyes. Dave realized something in that moment. He'd never 

have that sweet, wide-eyed, innocent boy again. That boy had been replaced by this one. This over-sexualized, 


hardened, calculating man. 


But he rose to his feet and followed him into the room. The blonde haired man was also naked and hard and he 


held a whip in his hand. 


"Sit down and watch," David ordered as he pointed Dave to a plush red velvet settee. On the small stage was 
also a pole and at the top of it, a pair of handcuffs. "James, would you?" He asked as he pressed his chest 


against the pole and raised his arms. 

James tucked the whip under his arm and quickly helped David into the cuffs. 

"The key is in the cupboard. 

Dave watched this in silence only to realize that David wasn't telling James about the key. He was telling him. 
David asked him in to protect him in this state of vulnerability. Okay. Okay, well. Oddly, this warmed the 
redhead's heart. 

Closing his eyes, David took a deep breath and slid down the pole until his back dipped and his ass was 
perfectly presented Its how they liked it. Liked to see someone in a submissive position He shivered as a hand 
slid over his back and ass, giving his cheeks a quick squeeze. 

"You've got a great ass. Perfect for this." 

Gazing over his shoulder with heavy lidded eyes, David smiled sweetly. "Thank you. We aim to please here." 


The blond man gave him a smirk. "Head forward" 


Doing as he was bid, David rested his forehead against the smooth metal of the pole. Taking a deep breath, he 


waited. 


The first lash was hard, the man giving a grunt as he cut the whip against David's flesh. He shouted, the pain 
flaring through him. But he was used to it and soon it would pass. The second caught the tops of his thighs, 
the red welt burning through him. He reared away from the pole, the chain of the cuffs clicking against it. 


"Calm down, boy. You're getting’ ten of these. Each exactly like that one.” 


David felt his eyes mist with tears and he glanced over his shoulder. They liked it when he cried. Liked to hear 
him whine and plead. Liked to see the tears rolling down his cheeks. It was all part of the act, part of what 
they paid for. 


"Please don't hurt me too much," he whimpered. "Please." 


The man just smirked and drew his arm back. Tensing, David screamed as it caught him straight over the ass, 
voice rising as he begged. He pulled at the cuffs, trying to move away but James just held him still. Another 
lash, another bolt of pain. Its how it went on for the full ten. Once the man was done, he rubbed his hands 
over David's ass, feeling the heat. The pain began to subside, his pleas turning to purrs. 


"Yeah, like seeing an ass look like that. Gonna make you scream another way now," James said. 


"That other guy? He's my boyfriend. He likes watching other men take me. Can he come up here and get a 


closer look?" 


"| don't give a fuck. I'll be too busy giving you a good reaming," James told him in a low growl as he was rolling 


a condom onto his long, thick cock. 

"Dave, come up here, please. Take your clothes off first" 

The redhead groaned. "Ju- " he began to protest. 

"Now, Davel!" 

Reluctantly, he stood and climbed the step onto the stage and stood in front of David. 

‘| said take your clothes off" 

"No. Please let me take you home." 

"Shut up. If you aren't going to help James here, then go sit back down" 

"Help?" 

"James would probably love to see me suck your cock while he drills me. Wouldn't you, James?" 

"Hell yeah. Come on, buddy, let the pretty little whore suck you off" 

"He's not a whore!" Dave yelled at the blonde. 

"Whatever, man Long as | get to fuck his brains out, | don't care if he's Mother fucking Teresa." 

Dave's blood was boiling. His hands clenched into fists. He looked down at David, who was all lips and eyes. Those 
beautiful eyes of his were wet and pleading. His own eyes did some pleading of their own, begging David to just 
let him uncuff him and take him home. 


"Well, come on!" James bellowed just as he thrust himself roughly into David. 


He howled in pain and then yelled, "Fucking take your dick out, Dave!" and then very softly, "Please, baby. Need 


you." And met Dave's glance once more. 


The blonde man thrust so fiercely, he kept driving David's shoulder against the pole. Dave did the only thing he 


was allowed to do, then He unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans and took his limp, lifeless cock out and then 


wedged one hand between David's shoulder and the pole, providing some relief. David, meanwhile, sucked and 


lapped at his boyfriend's dick, trying to bring it to life. 


Slowly, and regretfully, Dave felt his cock begin to respond. He hadn't wanted it to, but it did, filling David's 
mouth. Closing his eyes, he fought against the scene in front of him, one hand gently petting his boyfriend's 
honey locks. David was in pain. David was crying. Yet still he went through with it all. Still he pressed on in 


giving someone the ultimate pleasure. 


It was a forced and painful orgasm, David's eyes watching him as he swallowed everything Dave had to offer. 
Behind his boyfriend, the other man finished with a particularly violent thrust, his nails raking down David's 
body. The young man's body reacted, tightening and stretching as David let out a long, low howl. 


Pulling out, James dumped a handful of notes on the stage before giving David's ass one last swat. "You were 


good. Really good. Might have to come and see you again" 


And with that, he was gone, the door slamming shut. Grabbing the keys, Dave quickly unlocked the cuffs. He 
was shocked when David merely straightened up, cricked his back and rubbed his wrists. Wandering to the 
cupboard, he pulled out cleaning fluid and disposable cloths. Quickly he cleaned himself, tossed the cloth and 
tidied up. 


Dave felt his heart drop at the sight, at the cool calculated way his boyfriend went about his post-fuck 
chores. "Junior, how the fuck are you okay after that?" 


The younger man shrugged, marked body rising and falling. "Part of the job." 

"You cried, Junior!" 

"Part of the job." He slammed the cupboard door shut. "They like seeing us cry. Makes them feel more manly. 
Like they're not fucking a guy. You realise that one." He gestured to the door. "Was probably as straight as a 

die? Came here for a laugh. Wound up with his dick in my ass. Not everyone who comes in here is gay." David 
grinned. "After a night with me, most of ‘em leave questioning their sexuality.” 

David passed the keys to the van to Dave. The redhead took them and the couple silently climbed in and raced 
the sun home. Once inside the apartment, David dropped his bag on the couch and pulled a very large wad of 


money from it. He quickly counted it out. 


"Fourteen hundred," he announced and dropped it in Dave's hands. "Gonna pay all the back rent we owe later, 


after a good long shower and a nap." 
"Junior" 


"Aw, baby. Please don't start with me. It's been a long night and all | want to do is get a shower and then climb 


into bed with you. Promise me not another word." 


Dave just stared dumbly at his boyfriend. 
"Good" David pulled him into a long, passionate kiss. "I'm sorry if my routine tonight hurt you." 


The redhead didn't know if he was coming or going at this point. He numbly pulled his clothes off and climbed 
into bed. He laid on his back with his arm thrown across his eyes. What happened to his sweet, innocent 
Junior? Where did he go and when did this cold, calculating deviant arrive and replace him? There were certain 
moments when he saw glimpses of his Junior. Like earlier when he peered up at him with those large, gorgeous 
eyes. Like when he cried when Dave first discovered him at the club. He'd do just about anything to get that 
sweet boy back. This Junior scared the shit right out of him. 


Dave didn't move when he heard the shower turn off or the door open and close again. He remained still when 


he felt David climb into the bed and snuggle up against his flank. 
"Dave, you know | do love you and I'm so grateful that you were there tonight. You do a great job of 
protecting me. Thank you." He kissed Dave's chest and then snuggled deeper into him. When Dave lowered an 


arm around David, the younger man purred softly. 


"I love you, too, Junior.” His voice sounded foreign and tormented. 


